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DAS BOO IS TABOUT SEX. SEX TS NOT HOVE. OVE 
is NOT SEX. BUT THE BEST OF BOR WOREDS Is 
CREATED WHEN THEY COME TOGETHER. YOU CAN 
LOVE GOD, YOU TCAN EOVE THE PEANET, YOU (GAN 
LOVE THE HUMAN RACE AND YOU CAN LOVE ALL 
THINGS, BUT THE BEST WAY FOR HUMAN BEINGS TO 
SHOW TEOVE TIS TO EOVIE TONE VANOTHER. lh ss ihe 
WAY WE SPREAD LOVE THROUGH THE UNIVERSE: 
ONE TO ONE. LOVE IS SOMETHING WE MAKE. PASS 
IT ON = THIS BOOK DOES NOT CONDONE UNSAFE 
SEX. THESE ARE FANTASIES | HAVE DREAMED UP. 
LIKE MOST HUMAN BEINGS, WHEN | LET MY MIND 
WANDER, WHEN | LET MYSELF GO, | RARELY THINK 
OF CONDOMS. MY FANTASIES TAKE PLACE IN A 
BER Pe Cie eW.Ol ID: A PLACE WITHOUT AIDS. 
UNFORTUNATELY THE WORLD IS NOT PERFECT AND | 
KNOW THAT CONDOMS ARE NOT ONLY NECESSARY 
BUT MANDATORY. EVERYTHING YOU ARE ABOUT TO 
SEE AND READ IS FANSTASY, A DREAM, PRETEND. 
BUT IF | WERE TO MAKE DREAMS REAL, | WOULD 
CERTAINLY USE CONDOMS. SAFE SEX SAVES LIVES. 
PASS IT ON = AND BY THE WAY, ANY SIMILARITY 
BETWEEN CHARACTERS AND EVENTS DEPICTED IN 
THIS BOOK AND REAL PERSONS AND EVENTS IS NOT 
ONLY PURELY COINCIDENTAL, IT’S RIDICULOUS. 
NOTHING IN THIS BOOK IS TRUE. | MADE IT ALL UP. 








My name is Dita. 

lll be your mistress tonight. 
I'll be your loved one, darling. 
‘Turn out the light. 

I'll be your sorceress, 

your heart's magician. 

I'm not a witch. 

I'm a love technician. 

ll be your guiding light 

in your darkest hour. 

I'm gonna change your life. 
I'm like a poison flower. 

Give it up. 

Do as I say. 

Give it up and let me have my way. 
I'll give you love. 

Pll hit you like a truck. 

lll give you love...... 
































I don’t see how a guy looking at a naked 
a in a magazine is kay to women. 
veryone has their sexuality. It’s how you 
treat people in everyday life that counts, 
not what turns you on in your fantasy. If 
all a person ever did was get off on porno 
movies | would say they are probably 
dysfunctional sexually, but I don’t think 
it’s unhealthy to be interested in that or 
get off on that. I’m not interested in porno 
movies because everybody is ugly and 
faking it and it’s just silly. They make me 
laugh, they don’t turn me on. A movie like 
In the Realm of the Senses turns me on 
because it’s real. I’ve been told there are 
some good ‘Traci Lords movies but Pve 
never seen them. | wouldn’t want to watch 
a snuff movie. | wouldn't want to watch 
anyone get really hurt, male or female. 
But generally I don’t think pornography 
degrades women. The women who are 
doing it want to do it. No one is holding 
a gun to their head. I don’t get that whole 
thing. I love looking at Playboy magazine 
because women look ereat naked, 
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Some people want to be punished. Some women want to be 
slapped around. Some men do too. I think for the mos ba 











} part if women are in an abusive relationship and they ee 
§ know it and they stay in it, they must be digging it. I 2s \ JX 
\ hi i suppose some people might think that’s an irresponsible Sa \ Ra 
Statement. I’m sure there are a lot of women in abusive \ Qe 
relationships who don’t want to be, who are trapped a> > < x 


ds and they have to 

economically; they have all these ki 

deal with it. But I have friends who have money and are 
educated and they stay in abusive relationships, so they 

: must be getting something out of it. The difference 

between abuse and S & M is the issue of responsibility. 
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i talked to a dominatrix once add she said the he > < 
, definition of S & M was that you let someone hurt you 7}, - 


who you know would a 
never hurt yeu. rt way 3 
hoice. You have an unstated eae bang ual 


: t between you that 
this is the dialogue you have, an unconscious agreement. 
s Be Even EHIne Stel Wie eboney can 1 think 


sg it’s 
i f Sbout power, the struggle for power. $s Mah involve 


sex, but it doesn’t have to. It’s a head trip 
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Sex with the young can be fun if you're in the mood. If 
you're feeling impatient or you feel like you want 
someone else to take charge, do not have sex with 
someone inexperienced. But it can be really arousing. 
One of the best experiences [ ever had was with a 
teenage boy. I think he was a virgin. He hardly had 
any pubic hair. He was Puerto Rican. He was uncir- 
cumcised. He lived in my building and he used to 
come over to my apartment all the time and just 
watch me put on my makeup and get ready to go out. 
He hung around me all the time. He never went to 
school, so I started giving him reading assignments. I’d 
have him read out loud. Like Henry Miller’s The 
‘Tropic of Cancer or something really arousing. 
Whenever he got ready to leave he’d kiss me goodbye, 
but the kisses started getting more and more daring on 
his part and I just went with it. Then one day his par- 
ents kicked him out of his apartment and he wanted 
to know if he could spend the night at my house. I told 
him he could but I only had one bed. So we both got 
in it and I couldn’ sleep, so I had sex with him and it 
was really awesome because he was so young and so 
in wonderment of it all. He was fearless. He would do 
anything. He wasn’t very big. He was just a baby. See, 
I'm not a size queen. But it was excellent. He went 
down on me and I think I had an orgasm in two sec- 
onds. I was so turned on; it was probably the most 
erotic sex I ever had. But he gave me crabs. That's 
what you get. So you win some and you lose some. 


























The besigway to seduce someone is by 
making yourself unavailable. You just 
have to be busyall the time*and they Il 
be.craving to see you. Then you™don't 
fuck them for the first five dates. [et 
them get closer ag@eloser but definite- 
ly doen't fuck them. Be disinterested. 
P¥Ot too disinterested, they Il think 
they te barkige up the wrong tree. But 
it’s always \gdod to play hard get. 
Good perfume is reall importaneteo. 
Everyone jis\@ sucker for garter belS 
You wear ‘aj@ress and stockings and 
garter belts™@en don't let him have 
you, but ais@me point you have to 
make ligase that you have a garter 
beli@memNoeminderpants is also a big 
fum-oneoueking on your finger every, 
Once ma wile doesn't hurt, like in the 
middie ommdinner. Telling jokes is 
ood, Atiayon every date you have 
to Say onemeally disarming thing. 


















y to wake up in the morning than with m 
e Bt ts Usually he takes me from behind. This is 
on because | can lie there pretending I’m sleeping 
self in and out of me. I bt him think he’s being 
| off without me knowing it. Fat chance! But I let 
piting ayey with. gomething anyway. After he’s 
P 2 ae my finger in my mouth for a little 
. Ficatiy . cea tt it dowa» béiyeen my legs and rub my clit 
ed that I have tospretenid that 1 have just woken 
e petty igo juicy and miy body is starting to move 
h and yaw and give a little hint of 

® Bs so he 

d a“ 


















take me for granted. I 
ehe can change my mind 
ant to come yet, so I pull 
ting like a sullen child, 

i md kissshim sweetly and say, 
aybe later,” aaa pr, ant to > duft@ into slong J’m sure he 

t s I'm a rotten iend I blimb on top of him and slide his 
deck sdicks i is always hard hank God), inside of m don’t mind 
continuiny enario in theldxiver’s seatagPhis is Te: best way for 
girl to get fieked without 4 digital manipulagion, ‘cause you 
Wi want. You hiseeock deep 

Our C De ftin? worked COOd 

OF him. It’s so easy for 
r of seconds before | do. I 
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teak them. Melis me he waits 
by.” So he §laps my breasts 
1e ao my kass. Not too ha ‘d 
at i heat | my clit on tHat 
\ E lick, | aif’ painting him with 
king. Hé@ygrabs jpn to my ass like 
Be tes j gers in o my flesh, may- 
Mind faster Ie Says, “’'m gonha 
0 tborhoodg | 


er!” I love that) }helpless sound fi 
all on n 10H of hin nd I drea 


when fie}comes. I want |to 
- thé ver's shite ° me frdb 4 
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Eiioe 1 Toke Some peo ple do it 
ye well mone peop do tt so 
badly ao at you break 4p lenphing 
an a es t Zo th trough wt 
it. Whe _ friend who laughed 
every fne woyre came. Some people 
know how to talk an some pete 
lon it. With song p people 
ectation and th or ek thau’s $ 
Ww Owier p — eo WW neg, that. 
eople hk ow to do tt 
ee pA jus chiets. ts like phone 
sex. Some people know how to do 
it and some don , one sex can 
ue ex vs mt. és an absolute neces- 
u re separated 
gene a love. Thank Cod for Ma 
erenyeiey and loud noise 
maki ng rea Uly annoys me. | ate it 
when guys €ome and don t make 
any noise and ¥ pe cant ‘t. tell pm ey 


came or not. das yd time ay | 
fucking this guy a and ey ry time hi Van 
came he was so Youd dl firiglly 


to smack him. VY was sure a i 


neighborhood could hear us. 
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When I was a child I used to sit 
on the toilet backward and wait 
for the burning sensation 
between my legs to go away. I 
did not understand that if only 
my finger had found it’s way to 
my pussy the aching would have 

subsided. That all the twistin 
and pulling and rubbing an 
scratching of my arms and my 
legs would not satisfy my 
hunger. That the wetness in my 
underpants had nothing to do 
with my mother overdressing 
me. But as a child I did not have 
the words to ask, so I stayed on 
fire and burning, tormented and 
yearning until that glorious day 
when finger found flesh and 
with legs spread open and back 
arched, honey poured from my 


14-year-old gash and I wept. 
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Doctor: Tell me about your dreams.“ fucking- somebody and I’m horrified. It's this } 
Dita: | never know when I’m going to havea __|ittle blonde chick. So { pull him off of her and 


sex dream. They just come out of the blue.! _ | notice that it's Cyndi Lauper. eA \\ 

| usually have lesbian sex dreams with people | Doctor: Very interesting: a Pa { 
know. Once in a while a stranger steps in, but Dita: So | pull him off and! said, “You disgust- 

} generally it's people | know and generally it’s ing pig! How could you: fuck somebody? And 

with people ! would be just horrified to have most of all, how could you fuck Cyndi > 

sex with. Like my maid. auper?” All of a suddenwe were in another 

| Doctor: You had a*sex dream about your and | Was Pct up on: him, saying, 

es wc ould you do that to me? How could you 




















| maid? Is she cute? ; N 
| Dita; She’s not cute. In fact | just fired he | 10 that t 0 me?” He says, “Oh, man! She's not 
— Lf 
























\ Doctor: Did you fire her because of the ‘person I'fucked. | fucked your maid.” Ora 
faeces anny 49) fe | se oh You fucked my maid You disgusting 

Dita: No, | her because she can’t cle fn ! How. could you fuck my maid?” WINER AN 

| Maybe that’s why I had a sex dream abo ot only that but | fucked'Stephanie | ~ 
‘ i\ ef, Because | tend to get involved wi ’ VA \\\ WENA 

| Inresponsi yeople and maybe that ating up on him and thetic eau Can 

} gro € ation . Me having se ng all these weird SN RS. | Wty Ne \ 

an’t clean. doesn’t sound like a sex. dre: 
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i ] [s j gin? \ ease go on. NPN VAX \ 
|| Dita: IUstarted off with me being arrestedin doing handstands andone.\\\ 
j; ands and then he lowered him" 


ih ik wrong? Why do you have a 
on your face? Should | go on? 

Yes, go ahead please. 

a talk when you have that look o 

Aace, | 





and started humping the floor, > 
e you doing?” He said, “I'm 
an. I’m free-jacking.” | said, 
jacking.” He said, “Yeah, you || 


ay ¢ i ‘will be gone in a f ents. n't know m free 2 
} | : was in Paris # vas getting ¥ e and I’m doing, ipnow.2/Andshey 
@ady {0 get on a plane. I’m standing on a he floor ° 
i “street f ! ranvint 


n I’m surrounded b | ‘reallly; really a at { 
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ta i, “We , j ets fol e of.m . 

| don’t worr . , one. i d here mnie | 
|) So they/took me 
sip searched me 
16 anid) serubb 






Aim serear 
Yi really 
| Then they 
door, tm) sitting srenreally. u 
if figure out wa 5 to. escape a 






ponding to it 
ny maid. /She was 
| woke ip, Batt 

id that’s the last 


and say, “We're 
some of the othe 
take me into this ro 
iy row after row of bed 
and | walk down the ro 
the last name of Se 
it on the end. | get to thi 
boyfriend’s name on it, 1 












s before you fired 
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When You Dance on Stage | 
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{like my 


Sormetint Is 


at it in the mirror wh a5 
Pm undressing and wonder 
what it would look like without 
any hair like when | was a baby. 

Sometimes I sit at the edge of the bed 
and spread my legs. And stare into 
the mirror and wonder what others 
see. Sometimes I stick my finger in my 
pussy and wiggle it around de dark wetness 
and feel what a cock or a tongue must feel 
when I’m sitting on it. I pull my finger out and 
I always taste it and smell it. It’s hard to describe 
it smells like a baby to me fresh and full of life. 
I love my pussy, it is the complete summation of my 


life. It’s the place where all the most painful things have happened. 


But it has given me indescribable pleasure. My pussy is the temple of learning. 














New York 
dwly His — : 

4 y pvt 14) Ue. V2 covet? 

4. {igradl ond | ide pus ‘ z 
LOWIG HAd ul Sb 


nas like | lore poner 
AAc re. 47 —_ poi! 4 


bent | “tho! tale 




































































I had sex with someone who wasn’t grossly 
obese but he was pretty overweight. It was 
the first and the last time. I really liked this 
guy a lot. He was handsome but he was 
overweight. [ wanted to be unbiased 
because [really liked him, but the only way 
I could fuck him was on top because he 
crushed me. I had to sit on him because his 
stomach was in the way. That must be what 
it’s like to fuck a pregnant woman.They 
always say that women aren’t into appear- 
ance as much as men are, but it’s not true. I 
think women are just as moved by appear- 
ance, but they are willing to accept a situa- 
tion where the man ts less attractive 
because of the who earns the bread situa- 
tion. There are so many women with the 
ugliest guys. I swear to God, if they didn’t 

ave money, forget it. Two hundred fifty 
pounds, five seven, bald, disgusting misogy- 
nist pigs. Deep down inside these women 
know, but they ain’t gonna tell nobody. If I 
see someone who’s not necessarily conven- 
tionally beautiful, I can still be attracted 
based on their intellect or whatever. But fat 
is a big problem for me. It sets off some- 
thing in my head that says “overindulgent pig.” 


i 





¥ 
' 
& 
e 
i 





al 














a ret Nt 
ELLIO 



























































oe but it’s less. | nog m slj hily “y 
ing my arms and face. SKIN 1 
ch heat coming off my body that I must 
and cool my limbs. The roar of the ocean 


AeeGines upto my knees,and sometimes. uy 
en running away miselevously. My pubi 


I am Open: I am on ¢ 


has comm She kneeJs down beside me but I pretend I’m 
-on my DTeEAST and listens. Satisfied with j 

is caught by my ruby earrings glistenin& in 
© on my earlike a drop of blood. 
er hand. At first she’s startled put when I s 


Ri awe She doesn’t move pa ue Ti 


anid ise ‘ on 1 my L288 1 ul her da on thd att with me and I 
sin a fit of laughter, and seit can i she has leaned_up and 
5a Nau ty Sscnoo with her soft pink dips. A 
warm panes starts expanding in my belly. I stare into a sr eyes and she is fearless. 
fours now and the sun is beating down on my baek and thé» 
She doesn’t move so I shift my weight and I’m straddling 
small beads of sweat trickle off my neck. One lands o 
Again I am me by a panetrating stare; in 


own to kiss her ip S, alre 


pete’ turns fo Saeore one and s mG 


Waves are teasing ¢ 
her, direetly above 
neck so | lean doy 
to do as I please. 8 
éd. and we eat cac 
our tongue 
bites my lipja 












( punish se Ke oulling away. 


After what s lik ermity of staring | move up over her, rushing & 
against he hb them with her hands, gripping them firmly anc 


é ata time. Sucking on them, licking them, biting t 

yetness between my legs & nothing to 
pussy is soaked from within and [Avant Pheri 
and feel ack to kiss her and yank up'the long Fshirts 
dress. I @ise aring no\underwear. Suddenly her finda finds 


“Good, ’cause I’m dying of thirst and I want to drink your pussy juice!” She starts to 
rub faster and faster plunging her finger in and out of me, sometimes tickling my ass- 
hole. I devour her mouth, and J play withthe nipples of her small, boyish breasts. 

m just about tO COME and she tells me she 
wants to taste me, so I crawl up to her mouth and lower my pussy on to her lips and her 
tongue touches my clit and she begins to suck and I am destroyed. 

Her hands hold my ass as I rock back and forth on her face. 
Strange sounds come out of my throat like a baby crying as I pour the purest part of 
myself into her. I fall back on the sand exhausted from the heat and the alcohol and the 
excitement. She tells me HOW Sweet my pussy tastes and tell her 
to take off her T-shirt and lie on her stomach. 

I pull myself up and stand over her, staring at her beautiful 
tanned SS and long legs. I part her legs. with my feet and marvel at the 
pink wetness of her pussy. Falling to my knees I wet my finger and start tickling her 
asshole, making little circles and occasionally biting her ass. She asks me what Tm 
doing and I say, “What you want me to do.” 

The sun |} rting to set and circling seagulls have become voyeurs: My 
finger finds her Cc t and I rub it and she begins to moan and purr like a tittle 
dove. “Put your finger inside me,” she begs, but I tease her and say “No, first | have to 
make an offering to the sea.” I continue to spread her legs out so her asshole and pussy 
are open wide, ready to be fucked by nature. Her back is arehing and the muscles im 
her ass are straining and she begs me to make her come, $0 I tell her to turn over and 
keep her legs spread. She does and I sit there staring at her beautiful cunt, trembling in 
the rosy light. | erawl toward her untilbmy ose is almost touching her and | smell 
deeply—the sea, the heliotrope, her animal seent that remingls me of musk and vanilla. 

First I kiss her inner thighs and lick VEL outer hi S tasting the salt of the 
sea. Then_I kiss her clit but very gently because its/enmgoxgéd with blood and crect as 
any cock I’ve ever seen. 

“Suck my pussy. baby. ” she says to me like a prayer, and | do. I phinge my 

? y ay 2 o ’ 
tongue into her soft wetness. Her pelvis starts gyrating and she starts to groan and my 
tongue goes back to her clit licking faster and faster. I take my fingers, first one them two 
because shé%is"So open and I finger fuck her tight little gash while sucking on her elit 


fasterand harder until bs the back Tie y head and pulls it into her pussy. 
hen S e COMES she cries out like the 


seagulls circling above us. Her body shudders again and again and Iydirimls in every 
drop of her sweet nectar. Then I crawl up next to her and kiss her gently, letting her 
taste her own pussy. She smiles,amd J notice she has a space in her teeth like mine, J fall 
onto my back and look into thefanitastiésky, red now but turning pink and violet: 
Thesky is thewolor of PUSSY. 
I am content} 
I find her hand and squeeze it. 
“What's your name?” Task. 





I don’t think you have to have a language in 
common with someone to have sexual rapport. 
But it helps if the language you don’t under- 
stand is Italian. I practically come listening to 
people speak Italian and I don’t understand it 
.that well. When they say, “Are you hungry? 
Let’s go get some spaghetti,” it sounds like they 
are coming on to you. It’s really arousing. Sex 
can overcome the language barrier because it’s 
all body language anyway. But if you’re talking 
about having a long, meaningful relationship, 
forget it. | was really into this Italian guy and I 
had this fantasy about him. He lived in Rome 
with his mother. I sat there with a dictionary 
piecing together sentences and I finally realized 
that he was madly in love with me in three days 
and he wanted me to stay in Italy and marry 
him and have a baby right away. That wasn’t 
too appealing, but the sex was good. Sometimes 
when you can’t speak it kind of frees you up. 
They’re whispering all this shit in your ear and 
they could be talking about the theory of 
relativity for all you know. They could be calling 
you a cunt bitch whore from hell. They could 
be saying, “As soon as you come I’m going to 
kill you,” and you’re yelling, “Yes! Yes!” 
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was like a game to her 


like Jeopardy! or Hollywood Squares. 








oly 


or Trivial Pursuit. 
Herts 
iareye a fatal weapon, 


more like a st 





more like gun. 
She did it to remind e 
that she could bring ha p pines s 
or she could bring dan ger, 
kind of like the lone ranger 
only the horse she rode in on was high. 


She was an avenger of the libido dead, 


a sister of mercy, 


our lady of head. 


























Trying on clothes in the dressing room of Ralph Lauren, Ivo took off his slacks. Looking in the 3-way mirror 
he realized he was hard. Could it be the lovely Cuban salesgirl who brushed up against him in the sales aisle? 
Could it be the hot balmy afternoon that made his clothes heavy and made the back of his neck moist? Can’t 
Ralph Lauren afford an air conditioner? Or maybe it was the theme song from Dr. Zhivago filling the store. 
The thought of Julie Christie never failed to arouse him. In any case he stood helpless and hard, his boxer 
shorts protruding like a pup tent. He felt like buying a new pair of chinos but for some reason he ended up in 
the dressing room with everything but. Linen jackets, denim shirts and a wonderful leather belt. He took his 
time unbuttoning his shirt. Staring into the mirror he caught himself smiling. Suddenly, the Cuban salesgirl 
was near the dressing room, calling to him. “Do you need any help?” It seemed like a trick question. Her voice 
was deep and throaty like something was caught in it. “Oli dear” Ivo said to himself. He was tempted to 
answer the question in a most lascivious manner, but instead he said, “The shirts are awfully big. I’d like to try 
a size 38.” Off she went on a hunt, leaving a trail of Giorgio behind her. Cheap perfume always aroused him. 
He believed that cheap cologne smelled luxurious on people with dark skin. Ivo had lost all interest in trying 
on clothes. Standing in his boxer shorts, he found himself dizzy from the humidity and the lurid scent. So he 
sat down and considered masturbating while watching himself in the mirror. Maybe he could do it before the 
salesgirl came back. She didn’t seem to be in a hurry. The idea of her walking in as he ejaculated made him 
even harder. He stared at the belt he had chosen, lying on the floor. He liked it but didn’t want to buy it. Belts 
reminded him of his father. Suddenly her voice was at the door again. “I have your size 38. Are you decent?” 
“Oh, if you only knew,” he said to himself. Without thinking he told her to come in. She opened the door ner- 
vously and, seeing him sitting there flushed and dreamy, she tried to avoid looking in his eyes or below his 
waist. “It’s very hot in here, I wish they'd fix the air conditioner.” Her words hung in the air. He didn’t 
respond. He just sat there staring at her. She didn’t move but clutched the size 38 to her breast. Ivo could hear 
her breathing. He noticed she was wearing an ankle bracelet with little red stones that must have been glass. 
Her perfect brown toes peeked out of her sandals. He wanted to lick them. “Aren't you feeling well?” she 
asked.”| think the heat is getting to me.” he lied. “Put your hand on my forehead and tell me if I have a fever.” 
She stepped forward, balling the crisp shirt up in one hand, and reaching out to his forehead with the other. 
She touched his skin lightly and felt a definite heat but couldn’t tell who it belonged to. Her hand moved with- 
out instruction, first to his cheek. Then his neck, to report on the temperature there. “It’s hard to tell, cause 
it’s so hot in this place but I think you’re normal.” “Oh...” He sounded disappointed. “| hope not,” he prayed 
to himself. He stared at her fly for a long time. Then slowly he reached out and touched the Y formed by her 
legs and crotch. She didn’t flinch but stood there crushing the shirt into a tight ball. He pushed his finger in 
and out of the Y and felt moisture there. Without warning she dropped to her knees, letting the shirt fall from 
her hands. Her face came to rest on his lap and he stroked her cheek. She wore no makeup and her head was 
beautifully shaped. She had the most magnificent mouth and its proximity to his erection tormented him. As if 
she were reading his mind, her hand went into the leg of his shorts, found his cock, and slid it through his open 
fly into her mouth. He watched her suck. Her nostrils flared as her lips pulled on him, sending him far away. 
Shopping never felt so good. He noticed the door was open a crack but he made no move to close it. He was 
transfixed by this dark-haired Lolita, who worked on him so effortlessly, so innocently; he had no reason to 
mistrust her. Looking up at him with her lazy brown eyes, she made him feel drunk. She held the base of his 
cock with one hand and his balls in the other, and through the strains of “Lara’s Theme” he heard little suck- 
ing sounds. Sometimes he played with her hair and sometimes he used his hands to guide her mouth on him. 
Her mouth . . . her mouth was genius. She knew what she was doing and she did it. Ivo caught himself in the 
mirror and noticed how his face glistened with sweat. “You’re beautiful,” he said out loud, not quite sure who 
he was talking to. Suddenly he felt as if he would explode. He threw his head back and moaned “Oh yes, you 
are so beautiful,” as his blood rushed to the base of his spine. He heard his own heart pounding in his ears. His 
hands massaged the back of her neck as she sucked faster and faster and faster. ‘Tlie clam broke. And his come 
shot out of him in spasms, in beautiful wrenching spasms. She did not swallow it, but, half smiling, she let it run 
out of her mouth like a child spilling milk. “Lourdes, where are you? I need you to help some customers.” A 
stern matronly voice came out of nowhere. She jumped up and wiped her mouth with the size 38. “You'll have 
to buy the shirt now. I have to get back to work.” “Is your name Lourdes?” he asked. “Yes, but my friends call 
me Luli.” She straightened herself and checked her face in the mirror, perfectly content with what she saw. He 
could tell she was simple and he envied her. He wanted to know her. He wanted to buy her a hot dog or a big 
soft pretzel. “Can | take you to lunch?” he asked. “Oh. you dont owe me anything.” she replied. “Besides I 
have a boyfriend.” With that she turned and was gone, yelling over her shoulder, “You can pay up front.” 
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